

^ am as hot as molten Lcad^ and as hcauie too ; God keep j 
out ofme,l need no more weight then mine ownebowels:! han 
led my rag of Muftians where they are peperd ; rheres not thte* 
ofroy I JO. left aliue, and they are for the townes end, to becgc 
during life. But who comes heere.'’ Enter the Prince. 
l>rmce What ftandft thou idle heere? lend mee thy ^word 

Many a Noble man lies ftarke and ftiffi:, ' 

Vnder the houes ol vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng’d,! prethcelend me thy Sword 

Fal. O Hii/,lpretlieegiuemeleaue to breathe a while:Turke 

Gregorie neuer did fuch deeds in armes, as I haac done this djy . 
I hauc payd Percy, 1 baue made him fure. 

Prince. He is indeed.and lining to kill thec^ 

I prethec lend me thy Sword. 

Fat, Nay before God Hal > ifTer^bealiiie, thou gctQ not 
my fword, but take my piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prince Giueit me; what? is it in the cafe? 

Falf, I Hal, tis hot, theres that will facke a Citie. 

The Prince drarres it out,and findes it a bottell of Sacke, 
Prince Whatjisit atimeto ielt anddally now.? 

He thrawes the Bottell at him. Exit, 

Fal, MTercy be aliue, He picrcehim,if he do come in my way, 
fo ; if he do not,if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me, Ilike not fuch grinning honour as frfValter hath s 
giue me life, which if I can fauc, fo : if not, honour conaes vn- 
looktfor, and theres an end. 

n/ilarme, excttrfibns, enter the King,the TrincefLord lohn 
cfLancafier, and Sarleofff'efimerland. 

King I pretbee withdraw thy felfe, thou bleedeft too 

sMUchj Lord/ol»«ofZ/<»»c^er,goeyou withhim. 

P,Iohn Not l,my Lordjvnleife Idid bleed too. 

Trim. I bcfeech your Maieftie make vp. 

Left your retirementdoe amaze youf friends. 

K*. J will do fo} my L. cAWefimerlandfz^dit him to his Tcilf> 
Wefbi Gome, my I^rd, He leadeyou to your Tent, 

Prince Leadememy Lord, I doc not need your helpej 
AndGod forbid a fliallowfcratch llioulddriuc 

The 
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Exit. 


Henry the Fourth, 

The prince of fFalet from fuch a field as this. 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on. 

And Rebels Armes triumph in mallacres, 

^ Ithn We breathe too long,come coolcaWeJimerland, 
Our duty this way lies : For Gods fake come, 
q>rt». By God, thou haft deceiu’d me Lancafter, 

1 did not thinke thee Lxjrd of fuch a fpiritj 
Before I lou’d thee as a brother lohn, 

Butnow Idoe rcfpcdl thee as my foulc. 

ging I faw him hold Lord Percy at the poynt. 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke for 
Offuch an vugrowne Warricr. 
frim. 0>this Boy lends raettall to v s all. E 

Bmg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 
\mt\\tD«reglai fatallto allthofe 
That weatethofe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeitft the perfon of a King? 

gi. The King himfelfe, who Z)w^/<«fgrieua8 at heart, 
Somanyofhis fliadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King ; 1 hauc two Boyes, 

Sceke Percy and thy fclfe, about the Field ; 
Butfeeingthoufall’fton me fo luckily, k, 

Iwillalfay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Orng, I feare thou art another Gountwtcif; 

And yetin faith thou bear’ft thee like a King : 

Butminelamfurcthouart,whocrethou be; 

Andthusiwinnethec, , / 

They fight, tht King being indanger, enter prince tfWMU 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe, the fpirits 
OfvAiznt sherly,Stajford,Bl»nt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales threatens thee. 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcancs to pay. 

-They fight, ‘I)t>wglasflieth, 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

hath for fuccour fent, 

And fo hath Cltfton : lie to Clifton ftrait. 

Stay, and breatheawhile> 
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